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THE WORLD OF PHANTOMS. 



CANTO I. 

The world was wise, but wiser yet it grows, 
Wliilst facts, long proved, receive their fatal blows ; 
Old truths, uprooted from their seat of years, 
Sink into dust before Young Science' jeers ! 
Day after day some new discovery brings 
From living objects, and from meaner things; 
And merchants, meeting on the crowded mart, 
From secret influence, lack the power to part. 
If Simon Saul but wave his magic wand, 
Or touch them lightly with mesmeric hand ; 
Or, with a fixed and consequential air. 
Pour on their eyeballs an o'erwhelming stare, 
And give the eye, tbo' closed^ the power to see 
The smallefit ]|isect» or the largest flea— 
The mind untaught, the energy to scan 
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2 THE WORLD OP PHANTOMS. 

The mental workings of another man ; 
The lips unsealed, to utter and proclaim 
Our optics useless in a hidden name; 
Or o'er the Hmbs his magic fingers pass, 
And make them rigid as a rod of brass ; 
Or, if he will, this single member bend, 
And bj a pass again that limb extend ! 

Thus far had reached the modem march of mind. 
And left the lore of ancient days behind ; 
By wond'rous feats upon the public wrought, 
Our Simon Saul a bellman's fame haCd bought ; 
Each village hamlet and each country town 
Heard from his lips his praise and his renown. 
With scroll in hand, the other on his side, 
Before his audience mark our hero glide ; 
In studied mien he lifts his scattered hair. 
And lays a narrow, oblique forehead bare. 
Small is his eye— -his visage long and thin, 
That speaks but little for the soul within. 
A pause ensues, and now excitement Mii^es, 
And thus the silence of the room he breaks : — 
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^ Friends ! young in years, and you of greater age ! 
Tm Nat'nre's child, and ample is her page; 
Of feelings strong, and with ambition fraught, 
I heard her voice, and kindly has she taught, 
In every passing change — in every place — 
The hand of God — the secret cause — to trace. 
No lineage long — ^no high descent I claim ; 
Low was my birth, and humble is my name. 
An old red cloak preserved my infant form — 
A low-thatched roof kept out the winter's storm ; 
Yet through the chinks the bitter night-winds blew, 
'Midst cold and hunger thus a child I grew ; 
Nor coming years improved my scanty fare, 
Nor comb nor brush approached my tangled hair. 
An heir-loom cap, of fifteen summers fled, 
In tattered bits encased my youthful head; 
A ragged jacket let in every breeze. 
And counter-currents met it at the knees; 
To storms my feet did equal homage pay. 
By shoes that thro' the toes let in the day. 
Plain was my food ; no glutton's lot was mine ; 
Beef, tarts, and puddings were as rare as wine. 
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4 THE WOHLD OP FHANTOMa 

On hard brown crusts I broke my morning fast, 

And homely porridge served my noon's repast ; 

My latest meal a pint of gruel formed, 

Which gave no power, while it scarcely warmed ; 

Yet was the force of nature in me strong — 

With food like this I bore my life along. 

As bides the cedar on the rugged rock, 

The howling storm — the tempest's fearful shock j 

As rears the snowdrop, in the trackless vale, 

Its modest head to winter's fitful gale, — 

So braved I then misfortune's adverse blast, 

And hoped each day that storm might be the last ; 

Yet did my darken'd prospects onward roll, 

Nor freeze the current of my ardent soul. 

At eventide I marched, in ragged pride. 

To take my station by my father's side; 

His labour o'er — ^from daily turmoil freed — 

He rudely taught his only son to read ; 

Plain was his verbiage, and his words but few, 

His heart was honest, and his purpose true. 

Thus by degrees I gained a scanty store 

Of what, once tasted, I could wish for more ; 
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And as my youth still nearer manhood drew, 
Of home— of friends — I took a fond adieu ; 
Lefb the green fields, the forest's wild delight, 
The heather blooming in the morning light, — 
The song of birds, the wild bee's cheerful horn, 
The flowers' fragrance on the zephyr borne ; 
And warm with hope, and panting for renown, 
Forsook the country for a neighb'ring town. 
Ah i then and there commenced, in doubtful strife, 
The toils and troubles of a tradesman's life ; 
Awhile I mourned my wished-for-changed abode, — 
Strove to discharge each duty that I owed ; 
And duly, as each morning came and went. 
My labour found me in the workroom pent — 
Anxious to please, regardful of a name 
That might do honour to my after fame. 
Thus six years past, from place to place I moved, 
My stock of knowledge and my purse improved; 
An object loved, engaged the public throng. 
Took a fond wife, and turned a child of song; 
An offering brought from Sherwood's stately trees. 
From Wirksworth Moor and BonsalFs flowery leas ; 
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And, like the bird of night with fairy tale. 

By Derwent's waters sang in Matlock dale. 

Again — again my fond pursuit I change; 

My mind expands, and seeks a wider range ; 

A sudden blaze bursts on the eastern sky, 

Light springs alofb, the shadows quickly fly; 

Swift thro' the air descends a heavenly dove, 

And thus was heard the messenger of love : 

' Hear, noble youth ! before my presence kneel, — 

Accept my gift, its sacred influence feel ; 

I give thee power to soothe the sharpest pain, 

Enchain the limbs, and stupify the brain ; 

Use thou it well ; but let contentions end ; 

Yet, if required, its mystic cause defend ; 

To all the world its sovereign power proclaim ; 

Arise, and justify mesmeric fame ! ' 

With fear I heard, and trembling, raised my head, — 

The voice was gone, the mystic form had fled. 

A secret power thro' all my members ran, 

I felt myself a god, and yet was man ! 

I to my task forthwith myself betook. 

Each custom quitted, and all things forsook. 
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To test the gift received in hope and fear, 

On belted warriors or the gartered peer. 

Strange were the sights that passed my mental view, 

From strange effects I strange conclusions drew ; 

Yet o'er the whole I seemed to hold command, 

And to the world the secret understand. 

Loud were the cheers that o'er the ceiling spread, — 

Great was the glare the living halo shed ; 

Around my brows its genial influence played, 

Nor short the impress on the mind it made. 

To anger roused before Athenian lords, 

I proved my gift — allayed their wild discords; 

Gregory, and Combe, and Liebig,* of repute. 

Confessed their error, and withdrew dispute ; 

Christison, Wilson, and the chemist Brown, — 

Miller, and Syme, and others of renown. 

Declined the contest in an arduous flght. 

And bade the subject and myself 'Good night' 

'Gainst doctors, then, I took unshaken stand, 

And bore my triumph thro' my native land; 

* Baron Liebig, the celebrated German chemist, was at 
Edinburgh at the time to which the above lines refer. 
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On rich and poor, low-bred, and mighty bom, — 
From threepence lodgings to the house of Lorrf, 
Great was the blow mesmeric Simon dealt, 
Severe the shock, and great the influence felt ; 
Yet could his gift in other channels flow 
To ease the pain of Manfred Martislow; 
Kill worms, cure gripes, decrease the ague-spleen, 
Discuss diseases that are rarely seen; 
Or by a will that person cause to weep, 
Or seven miles hence induce mesmeric sleep ! 
Such are my powers, and such to you I bring ; 
Nay, cease those shouts ! let not your praises ring ! 
Tho' praise be due, I fain would silence keep. 
Lest no advantage from my words you reap.** 

Hold, trickster, there ! — of babbling words no more ; 
Enough of fustian we have heard before. 
Yet think not thou that we are thus deceived, — 
Thy fame enhanced, thy bouncing words believed. 
Give but the mind its stretch, and reason play, 
And mark thy " intro-vision " pass away ; 
Yea, pass it should, nor for a moment And 
A place within a well-conducted mind. 
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Fercbance thou think'st it serves thee to engage 

The %cts, the arts, the spirit of this age, — 

Inductive lore, plain reason, to deride. 

And set the laws of gravity aside ; 

To show the world that Newton's apple dropp'd 

Where learning lingered, and where science stopp'd; 

That Newton took not philosophic ground, 

Nor track'd the orbs, nor proved the globe was round. 

Declare but this, and prove thy statement true 

By living magnets and mesmeric view; 

Thro' all the vast immensity of space 

The whirling orbs by intro-vision trace ; 

Make known the sun, — span heaven's extended arch, — 

Determine light, and track the comet's march; 

Then shall thy name resound thro' all the land, 

And foremost in the ranks of science stand. 

Slight is thy chance this noble end to gain. 
False thy attempts, thy aspirations vain 1 
In fabled lore, the fox derides the grapes; 
In daily life, some youth his better apes ; 
The lounging cur will at the mastiff irun, 
But turns his tail, nor cares how soon he's done ; 
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Some jealous pride the stupid ass may feel, 

To give by stealth the lion to his heel : 

Thus little minds, just dipp'd in learning's stream, 

Of wealth and philosophic greatness dream ; 

Elate with this, and pufifd with swelling pride, 

The master-spirits of the age deride ; 

With hypothetic babblings seek renown, 

"And pour a flood of errors on the town." 

Learn, Simon, then, to check thy fancied Are, — 

Suppress thy hopes, and moderate desire ; 

Promethean soul cannot to all belong. 

Nor wisdom's light, nor yet the flow of song ; 

Then tempt me not to load thee with disgrace, 

Nor cause the blush to mantle on thy face ; 

Nor learn this maxim from a critic's rod — 

" An honest man 's the noblest work of God ! " 

Swerve not from right, but let thy course be true ; 
Nor praise withhold from those to whom it's due. 
In Honour's breast a noble spirit lies. 
That scorns the man to whom contempt applies,— 
Whose daring deeds to justice run so flne, 
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They with new-farthing glare of splendour shine ! 

Touch not this power, nor tempt thy guilty loss 

In depth of learning, or in mental dross ; 

Nor strike the prelude of a future pain, 

By scorn of Mesmer or of Lafontaine. 

To Elliotson, of philosophic mind, — 

Of learning vast, of thought the most refined ; 

Drawn by the Zoist to the magnet's pole. 

Repay the debt thy selfish onnning stole ; 

And from thy menta-magnet's mimic store 

Give back his own, and thou wilt have no lore. 

So when the raven dares the eagle's flight, — 

Leaves his dark cave, and soars to realms of light, — 

Still — still ascends, until, careering high, 

He rides on pinions of fictitious dye; 

And, led by instinct in the task begun, 

Beflects the splendour of the mid-day sun; 

O'er his strained sight a sudden darkness steals, 

Till, drunk with light, he from his quarry reels; 

And, stripp'd of borrowed tints, upon the plain 

A raven struts — the self-same bird again ! 

As when Icarus first aspired to soar 



12 THE WOBLD OF PHA17T0MS. 

To heights presumption ne'er had reached before, 

Proud Athens spurned, and sought the shores of Crete, 

Invented wings, and dared the solar heat ; 

Still onward urged, still forward, upward rose, 

Indignant Sol with burning ardour glows; 

In scornful vengeance levels every beam. 

And thro' Icarus golden arrows gleam 1 

Headlong he falls, and from his giddy steep 

He reels, — he whirls, — he cleaves the uEgean deep, — 

To sink eternal in its mighty caves, — 

His grave, the Ocean, — and his shroud, the waves ! 

So thou, vain fool, by false conceptions fed, 

And to the dizzy heights of glory led, 

With jealous eye behold'st Hyperion's car, 

Scorn'st the mean world, and deem'st thyself a star ; 

Boused by thy boast to check such daring flight. 

Stem Justice hurls thee from Ambition's height ; 

Oblivion's waves receive thy last embrace. 

And the dark billows yield of thee no trace ! 

Oh ! that the breast eAiouM own such spirit's sway. 
That robs the soul, and steals all peace away ; * 
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Ambition's face should cheat the inner man, 
And show that virtue died when strife began ! 
Oh I that such deeds and chaste affections torn, 
Emblast the glory of creation's morn ; 
Impassioned hope, each fervid joy, dispel, 
And from the wrecks of conscience make a hell, 
To blight,-^to sear, — to blast with lasting throe, — 
Of crime, the chast'ner, — and of guilt, the woe ! 
No more — ^no more, my muse, this strain pursue ; 
Simon, farewell ! — to all thy arts adieu 1 
I spurn thy tricks ; yet take my curse, tho' brief, — 
Like autumn's tempest on the yellow leaf. 
Volcanic fires shall in thy bosom bum, 
Hope quit thy breast, and Mercy from thee turn ; 
Eternal pain shall mark thy wretched doom. 
And the world's scorn inscribe upon thy tomb. 

The spirit wakes — ^it lives — tho' not in dream, 
And Magna rises with the changing theme ; 
Of shape unseen,— of being yet unread, — 
Of step more noiseless than the voiceless dead ; 
On Mesmer's brow she sits, tho' lost to sight. 
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And casts her shadow o'er the throne of light ; 
Each quiv'ring Hmb confines, each sense controls, 
Encircles life, and mute attraction rolls 
Thro' every atom of his wondrous frame, 
To leave him human but in shape and name. 
In mystery veiled, and wrapt in sleep profound, 
He sees no object, and he hears no sound. 
From nerve to nerve the mystic Magna sweeps, — 
Each sense subdues, and in oblivion steeps ! 
More quick than thought, — more light than summer air,- 
Than mind more subtle, and than light more fair, 
She lulls all feeling, gives us power to scan 
The statured form and lineaments of man ! 

Lo ! Mesmer wakes, as Magna breaks the spell ; 
The spirit answers to the bosom's swell. 
Thought, feeling, motion, Magna's power efiace, 
And life's expression re-illumes the face ! 
Within — ^within that secret store— the mind — 
The impress lives which Magna leaves behind ; 
Thoughts after thoughts in quick succession rise ; 
That brings no reason — this no more applies ; 
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O'er Mesmer's mind she holds a boundless sway, 
That leads him lightly on her pathless way. 
So round the sun the burning planets roll, 
While stars on stars begem the distant pole ; 
Still — still move on, by strong attraction borne, 
From vesper shadows till the rising mom; 
To sight — to thought — ^to every inward sense 
They seem concentred in a life intense : 
Dependence reigns o*er all the realms above. 
And the bright orbs in one vast cycle move ! 

Now, mom descends, but not with beauty's beam, — 
Deep thunders bellow, and the lightnings gleam ! 
The dancing rain commingles with the strife, 
And the young day just struggles into life ! 
What means this omen? — what yon darken'd suni 
Yon Celtic gathering, and yon fiery Hun? 
What living masses on yon plain have met, 
Where mom scarce breaks, the sun in blood shall set? 
Two nations meet in battle's stern array, 
To wield the sword, and gasp their life away ! 
Death in their mien, and terror in their glance, 
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The long drawn lines in warlike form advance ! 
The pensive brow, the cheek's expressive gloom, — 
The nodding helmet, and the waving plume, — 
The lip all mute, the eye of anxious thought, 
To-day foretell how empire shall be bought ! 

Oh ! cursed Ambition ! wheresoe'er thou art. 
To play the conqueror or the tyrant's part, 
A thousand vassals bend before thy shrine, — 
War — ^Murder — ^Avarice— Hate — Lust — Rapine ; 
Ten thousand victims groan beneath thy chain, 
For freedom sigh, but sigh, alas ! in vain. 
But lend thine eye; — ^behold thy wretches bleed, — 
Kingdoms destroyed, and thrones to dust decreed, 
list to the widow's wail, the orphan's cry. 
The prayer ascending to the throne on high ; 
Then ask of Praise, thy meed,— of Wealth, thy gain. 
And be the answer branded on thy brain. 

As winds repose, and sullen waters sleep. 
Ere the rude tempest shakes the mighty deep ; 
So silence reigns o'er each embattled host, 
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Erom the high Alps onto the dreary coast ; 
Clouds in the heavens^ darkness on the hill, 
And scarce a murmur in the gushing rill ; 
All — all above, below, without one breath, 
To mark the hour of struggle and of deatL 
" Unfurl the flags ! — aloft the banners rear ! 
Soldiers ! the foe ! — away with crouchant fear ! 
Ours be the hands to grasp the victors' prize, — 
The brave shall live 1 — ^the coward surely dies ! " 
Such was the cry that thro' the columns ran. 
To urge, to dare, to animate each man. 
How great the magic of that chieftain's song, 
While yet the accents linger on his tongue ! 
Oh! who can paint the soul's intense desire 
To slake in blood the passions' seething Are ; 
By flood or field, on wreck of beauty gone. 
And make the many pander to the one ! 
But, hark !— again 1 — the cannon's opening peal ! 
The tramp of horse, — the charge, — the sudden wheel 
Of cavalry, — the clash of swords, — ^the hum 
Of bugle, trumpet, and the rolling drum, — 
The foam of steeds, the blaze, the bursting shell — 
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Of ruin'd hopes and fearfiil camsige tell ! 
Stretch'd on the field, the Count Puseygur bleeds; 
No aid he asks, but yet assistance needs, 
To stanch the blood that gushes from his side, 
And threatens life, and more than all — his pride. 
Him Magna saw, and, swift as passing thought, 
Within, without, her mystic influence wrought ; 
Thro' shatter'd nerves and alleys of the brain 
She glides, she sweeps, to mitigate his pain. 
Yet still the current flows, till— oh 1 e'en now 
The chilly sweat stands on his swarthy brow; 
The eyelids close, the cheek turns deadly pale. 
And thought, and voice, and sight too surely fail ! 
He lives, tho' faint ! — he breathes 1 — and o'er his 

face 
The hues of life their former steps retrace ; 
He moves, — ^he looks, yet with an idle gaze. 
As thrice he tries his drooping head to raise ; 
And thrice he fails, as tho' his strength forbore 
To nerve the limbs that held his frame before. 

Now, night descending, warns them from the field. 
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Where all fought bravely, and but few would yield ; 
Where cross, nor star, nor rank, nor badge, nor 

name, 
Shall build the tomb, or fresh distinction claim ; 
Whence toys of state are to oblivion hurl'd 
In war's rude passport to another world. 
Then sleep, ye brave, since death is but the change 
That gives our disembodied spirits range 
O'er all — ^thro' all — ^in time's eternal day ; 
Of soul, the triumph, and of flesh, decay. 

The night rolls on, insatiate foes retire, 
To fix the guard, and light the beacon fire. 
While sparkling high, the crackling embers blaze, 
Each warrior's eye the others' looks surveys ; 
Nor wist they aught, save home and battles past ; 
Nor care though coming morn shall be their last. 
Loud is their speech, when — lo ! a sudden lights 
A flash, a sound, bursts on the ear of night ; 
Again, a third, — then with one leap, one bound, 
Both heart and falchion answer to the sound ; 
And hand to hand, in battle's fiercest rage, 
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Again the foe the warrior-group engage ; 

Till on that spot, where late in peace thej stood. 

Fresh victims bleed, and sink in gouts of blood. 

The battle o'er, the night asserts her reign 
O'er hill, and mountain^ and the reeking plain. 
Whence peal of cannon, clash of arms, arose. 
With the loud groans of agonizing throes; 
Where headless trunk, the. stiff, disseyer'd limb, 
The shattered form, and eyeball pale and dim } 
The mangled corse, the warrior's gasping steed. 
Whose sabred wounds in welling gushes bleed ; 
With shot and shell in heap'd confusion lie, 
To mark the worth for which such nations sigh. 
How changed the scene, as now the gentle breeze 
Sighs o'er the plain, and whispers thro' the trees! 
Where every leaf, late sear'd by battle's blight, 
Waves in the stillness of the solemn night, 
As though it wept — still weeps — ^that fearful mom 
Of hearts now wreck'd, of tenderest feelings torn; 
The hateful presage of a thousand fears, — 
An age of sorrow, and a world of tears. 
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Go ! murderous kings ! proclaim your trophied gain ; 
Your wrongs avenged, your countless thousands slain ! 
Accord your homage to insatiate war, 
And deck your chieftains with a band and star. 
Go ! pompous victors ! venture not to ask 
How truth and reason would have met the task ; 
Still blindly tread vain folly's thoughtless round, 
And point your cannon at the trumpet's sound, 
In idiot-thought of crown nor kingdom good, 
Save in effusions of your country's blood. 
Tet know, a Burritt and Lamartine stand 
The peaceful warriors of their native land; 
Whose words of light, beyond the billows' foam, 
In distant climes have found a kindred home ; 
Have backward roU'd the democratic wave. 
The senate awed, nor yet contemn'd the slave ; 
Since earth this universal truth contains, 
Hank misery stalks where giant battle reigns. 

Meanwhile Puseygur, on his couch reclined, 
Heeds but the workings of the human mind ; 
And marvels oft how wounds that would have slain, 
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By him are borne without one wrench of pain ! 

Yet so it is; but why he cannot tell. 

Nor whence immunity — from heaven or hell ! 

Tet ofb his soul, half shrinking from the task, 

With mute amazement still the thought would ask. 

Be it the gift of Heaven, or spirit pure? 

Or but the calm, to what he must endure! 

So great the change^ so vast, so unforeseen 

This strange result, to what it once had been ! 

So great a variance from our nature's route 

Appals the mind, and sinks his Mth in doubt, 

Which, onward borne to stem reflection's brink. 

Overshadows thought, till reason fears to think. 

Lest keen discrimination break the spell, 

And hope and peace for ever sigh — ^&rewell ! 

Thus the lone sailor, on the billows toss*d. 

His rudder broken, and his sails all lost. 

Lash'd by the fiiry of the savage tide. 

Still onward drives, — no compass, chart, or guide ; 

Vain were attempts to track his reckless way 

Thro' boiling surges and the dashing spray ; 

Still rolls he on in doubt, in dread, in fear, 
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Lest quicksands tbreaten, and bis grave be near. 
With eye still fix'd fax as the billows roar, 
He sees nor distant sign, nor trace of shore, 
Nor hope of life ; yet, anxious and sedate, 
Awaits the dark uncertainty of &te. 

Moons roll away, that time's eventful wing 
To Pusey's hall the wounded chief may bring. 
There gather'd serfs attend their lord's return. 
Obeisance make, at onca his pleasure learn. 
Whatever asked is done ; for none e'en dare 
Dispute the right he claims to govern there. 
" Come hither, "Victor ! nearer to my side ; 
My heart confides in those whom years have tried : 
Years hast thou served me, and than thee I find 
None yet more faithful, and but few as kind. 
Nay, tremble not ; nor cast that pitying eye ! 
I have no fear — ^why thou ? We all must die. 
Yet do I feel that dangers hourly yield. 
That soon my steed shall bear me to the field ; 
But ere that time my purpose I must gain. 
To know, perchance, how I'm absolved from pain ; 
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Why nature's self at once has ceased to be 
The guardian saint of mortal destiny. 
Am I not human ? Nay, look on my face ! 
Canst thou one feature in that visage trace 
Which bears not mortal stamp, or heavenly skill. 
Destined, perchance, to meet both good and ill? 
And yet, methinks, all feeling's pass'd away, 
That Kature bends to some mysterious sway. 
The cause of which not thine nor yet my lore 
Can bring to light, or add one tittle more. 
Then haste thee, Victor, and to Cloquet go ; 
Bear him this letter, and all else he'll know. 
'Tis meet such things should have in one divan 
The sole attention of each known savan." 
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CANTO 11. 

The morn is up, and mighty Nature wakes 
With songs in heaven, and music in the brakes ; 
Mirth on the mountain, pleasure in the vale, — 
Life in the woods, and perfume on the gale. 
Another day to swell the mortal strife, 
And teach, O man ! thy^ destiny in life. 
Another day, which yet thou count'st thine own. 
May reap the fruit mortality has sown, 
live out thy life in innocence began ; 
Transition stamps the moidd'ring clay of man ; 
Nor what thou art, nor what thou yet may'st be. 
Shall e'er affect thy being's end as thee ; 
Nor stranger-tread shall press thine helpless bier^ 
Nor stranger-eye let fall for thee one tear ; 
Nor thunders bellow more, nor lightnings gleam, 
Nor sun burst forth, nor morning shed her beam ; 
But cold forgetfulness shall wrap thy clay, 
And life return from ashes of decay. 
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The mom is up, and gathered in the hall, 

The known savans arrive to Pusey's call j 

In scattered groups some wordy conflict wage, 

In laugh and jest the lighter hearts engage ; \ 

With measured step some pace the vaulted floor, 

And, wrapt in thought, their subjects ponder o'er, — 

Heed not the hum which swells on every side, 

Nor deign to ask what gatherings there betide ; 

Enough for them that invitation came, 

To link their presence with Puseygur's name. 

Him have they known from childhood's early mom, 

To love of science and to greatness bom ; 

Nor wist they now of matters in dispute, 

Some fact to prove, some error to confute. 

Assembled there, nor long condemned to wait 
In doubtful silence of Puseygur's state, 
On Yictor's arm he, bending, halts to view. 
And claims the friendship which their words renew ; 
Like the tried bark that courts the fav'ring gales, 
Yields to the breeze, and spreads its whiten'd sails, 
Counts every wind that bends its yielding mast. 
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A pledge of present to renew the past, 

When dancing waves embraced the gliding prow, 

And safety follow'd as close friendship now. 

"Oh, that my friends," he said, and dropp'd a tear, 
'' Would to my thoughts accord a listening ear ! 
Then would I try, although my strength should fail, 
To tell in words but few my simple tale. 
Truth needs no polish from contemptuous art ; 
It acts but one, and that a single part ; 
Like gathered spectra in one heavenly beam, 
Its light as constant as its objects seem. 
Happy the day when Science' self recalls 
Friends of my life to these devoted halls ; 
When, thro' the vista of departed years, 
We view our childhood, and embalm with tears, — 
RecaU to mem'ry every passing strife,— 
Alike the troubles and the joys of life ; 
Press the warm hand in mute affection giv'n, 
To seal the bond which time nor space has riv'n ; 
That ripening years their secret stores unfold, 
And doubt be vanquish'd ere our hearts grow cold. 
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Long years have pass'd, nor can I e'er forget, 
That absence, tells of some whose suns have set ; 
Whose mem'ry now reflects a parting ray, 
To bring the past in presence of to-day ; 
Since last we met in warm but friendly strife, — 
Since last we yiew'd the shifting scenes of life, 
Our subjects moved, our strong objections raised. 
And each by turn rebuked, condemned, or praised. 

In varied forms the lot of man is cast ; 
The future lives not in the sensuous past; 
The cloudless night, the mom's unsullied ray 
Give but the promise of a glorious day, — 
Give but the signs which gladden then our sight, 
Our pleasure waken, and our hopes excite ; 
An instant mirror'd, as the moment flies, — 
An instant — pleasure, and the promise dies. 

But let me turn whilst yet my strength permits, 
Myself the subject which the theme beflts ; 
I am not wont, ye know, to drag to view 
Each act of life, its every rainbow hue ; 
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To note each joy, to nurture every grief, 

Which claims duration with the forest-leaf 

When suns have pass'd, and autumn winds have blown ; 

It were too much, though wretched and alone ! 

Yet will I crave your ear whilst thus I show 

Some power unseen above exists below ; 

Some secret influence acts its mystic part, 

Displays its virtues o'er the bounding heart, 

The quicken'd spirits, or the throbbing brain ; 

Supports— -excites — assuages every pain ; 

Surrounds this mortal coil in deadly strife, 

And sits a Genius on the throne of life ! 

'Tis now some years since first I pledged my name 
To seek in distant climes a martial fame ; 
In vain essay'd to soothe my sire's alarms. 
To quit with fortitude that mother's arms, 
Which, wildly clinging, clasp'd me to her breast. 
And, mutely kissing, tenderly caress'd; 
Then gently from my head her form withdrew. 
And gazed — ^and gazed awhile on him she knew, 
As if that look betray'd her secret fears. 
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Which wildly gush'd in agony of tears ; 

« 

Pass'd her cold hand Athwart her aching brow, 

Nor felt the pangs of parting until now ; 

Then mutely clasping in a last caress, 

Her quiv'ring lips still tenderly impress 

The token of that love which hone can tell, 

Save hearts that feel, and lips that breathe— farewell ! 

I lefb that father and that mother too, 
From childhood's scenes and youthful mirth withdrew ; 
In mem'ry's sight their well-known features bore, 
The lofty brow, the temples scatter'd o'er 
With feintest emblems of departed prime, — 
Their tint just frosted with the hoar of time ; 

That father's mild but yet expressive look, — 

« 

That mother's eye affection ne'er forsook, — 
Large, soft, and blue, which ne'er more feeling told 
Than when it smiled, or when in sadness roll'dj 
The fading bloom upon my parents' cheek. 
The furrow'd lines which scarcely yet bespeak 
How youth to age, how beauty to decay, 
Eesign their gifts, and pass like dreams away. 



THE WORLD OF PHANTOMS. 31 

I left that hall — but why this theme pursue 1 
It but recalls the kiss, the last adieu, — 
My father's sigh, my mother's falt'ring tone, — 
" And thou wilt go, and I shall be alone ! " 
How many moons have waned I scarce can tell, 
Since on my ear those trembling accents fell ; 
Yet do I know, whate'er has been my lot, 
I ne'er the duty of my life forgot, — 
Could not forget, though other hearts despise, — 
That filial love to mem'ry never dies. 

Ah ! let me still that fond impression keep, 
And o'er the grave, where my affections sleep, 
Renew the ties which link'd my early vow, 
And live as erst the being I am now. 
It matters not how few the joys we find. 
If conscious Hope sustains the drooping mind,— 
That in the fall which mortals here must know, 
Another life, unlike to this, may show 
Our being's end ennobles but our birth. 
And wings the soul to seek a fairer earth. 
Yet will the mind, reverting to the past, 



32 THE WOBLD OF PHANTOM& 

live o'er its joys, and bid its pleasures last ; 

The former vision of its path pursue, 

Each feeling, passion, every sense renew ; 

In sullen mood or ecstacy of bliss, 

Condemn that object, and approve of this ; 

Like rays of light in strong refraction thrown, 

Which take aU hues, but count them yet their own. 

As a lone taper, whose enfeebled ray 
But dimly lights the traveller on his way. 
In lengthen'd shadows dangers half descries, 
And faintly lifts the veil from wand'ring eyes. 
So went I forth with lone and doubtful tread,— 
Lightnings around, and. thunders o'er my head ; 
Whose transient gleams and fitful bellowings show'd 
How hard it was for me to track the road 
Which led through life, 'midst dangers half conceal'd, 
To try my fortunes on the tented field. 
Yet went I forth in honour of my name, 
And spmething more — in search of lasting fame ; 
For I had heard — ^nay, felt as even now. 
Triumphant chaplets deck the victor's browj 
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That mem'ry brightens in historic page, 

Attends the hero to the latest age ; 

For him wealth, splendour, power, all combine 

To fix the glory of his lineal line, — 

T' ennoble blood, — ^to elevate his state 

Above all envy, and beyond all hate. 

At this I aim'd, nor did I deem it vain. 

What earth could give me thus to try to gain. 

Slight be her gifts, yet, after many toils, 

Who would not wish to wear the victor's spoils? 

Ambition call it, yet will Nature cling 

To that from which fame, wealth, and honour spring. 

From Nature's laws but few shall e'er depart. 

And hush the yeamiugs of the human heart. 

I sought the camp, when Art had used its skill. 
To make me perfect in the soldier's drill — 
To fence the blow — ^to foil — to give the thrust 
That saves my life, and lays my foe in dust. 
Through years of hardship, and in every clime. 
In peace or war, I pass'd my manhood's prime. 
By habit loved the bustle of the camp — 

D 
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The bugle's call — ^the shouts — the sudden tramp 
Of horse and foot in serried rank array'd, — 
The wild attack — the flashing of the blade 
As from the scabbard high in air it gleam'd, 
And from the guns the fitful fire streamed, — 
A moment bursting on the anxious sight, 
Like the red meteor of the startled night. 

'Twas when the sky had gather'd every cloud, 
The lightnings flash'd, and thunder spoke aloud ; 
Hush'd were the winds, the rain came dancing 

down. 
Foe rush'd on foe, and darkly frown met frown ; 
The lock, — ^the struggle, — and the close embrace, 
The more than demon pictured in each face ; 
The hand to hand, — ^the tumidt, — and the din, — 
The noise without, and something more within ; 
The madden'd soul, which dangers never fears, — 
The burning thought that asks no timid tears — 
'Twas then, beset, I heard the stem command, — 
"Your swords or life — hemm'd in — retreat not — 

stand ! " . 
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And round my chosen band the foemen drew, 
As quick our sabres from their scabbards flew. 
" Surrender is no word that greets our ear ; 
Death rather were to us thrice doubly dear ; 
Take then my challenge, this our one reply, — 
Here will we conquer, or here will we die ! " 
Meanwhile my chosen guard, with back to back, 
Look'd on in silence, and defied attack ; 
Nor long they paused, ere Desolation came, — 
Swept o'er them, — left them nothing but their name. 
And the pale corse now Qjjiff'ning on the field, 
Which, thrice outnumber'd, they disdain'd to yield. 
Yet I am here alone of that brave band, 
But know not by what power, what command, 
I hold my life, since much I risk'd it then. 
And what I once have done would do again. 
Yet think not I indulge in empty boast ; 
'Twas mine to be where dangers thicken'd most ; 
No honour this to risk my Hfe, my all, 
Since duty claims by right the funeral pall; 
But when and where 'tis asked, let no one tell, 
Enough, when life has pass'd and where it fell 

d2 
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I fought and bled, stretch'd by a wand'ring lance, 
That ow'd its lucky flight to erring chance. 
Not mine the life it then design'd to close, 
But one more formidable to our foes, 
Whose matchless skill, in self-reliant pride, 
Defied the death, and tum'd the lance aside,-^ 
Gave to the flying shaft an oblique course, — 
And me exposed to its avenging force. 
Just where the belt permits the sabre's play 
The averted shaft pursued its downward way. 
Pierced the soft flesh, and ^entering at the loin, 
Its point emerges at the dangerous groin. 
Out spirts the blood, like fountains gushing o'er. 
And now it stops, — again it bubbles more, 
Till, faint and drooping with that ebbing tide, 
No marvel if their chieftain then had died. 
Yet died he not; but whyl Shall no one say 
How lived this form in mock'ry of decay? 
Why the torn flesh its seeming tortures bore 
In form of nature which was not before 1 
Since slighter wounds on other fields had slain, 
With all the horrors of unceasing pain; 
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Whilst mine, thoagh deep, no single torture gave, 
Nor called for courage which attends the brave ; 
Dimm'd not the lustre of the tearless eye, — 
Moved not the breast with unavailing sigh, — 
Sat hot in judgment on the pallid, cheek. 
Though limbs were feeble as the voice was weak; 
Oaird forth no tear by gentle maiden wept. 
But on the couch of abjured feeling slept. 

Ah ! why, I ask, — ^and must I ask in vain ? 
Whence comes with wound immunity from pain ? 
Can I believe in Nature's constant laws, 
Note each effect; observe its proper cause, — 
The beaming sun dispense his golden light, — 
The shadows lengthen with the coming night, — 
The hush of birds, the twilight's sombre hour, — 
Dew on the grass, and fragrance on the flow'r, — 
Stars in the heavens, the moon upon the hill, — 
The night wind's sigh, the murmur of the riU ;~ 
How constant mom succeeds the night's array, — 
How night advances on the step of day, — 
How grosser matter is by art refined, — 
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How culture strengthens, elevates the mind, 
To grasp its objects with maturer skill, — 
And yet believe a wound unfelt may kill; 
Or, rankling here, excite no sense of pain ? 
I will no more. Can Mesmer this explain ? 

" Since Mesmer's aid Puseygur deigns to ask, 
Myself at least will undertake the task. 
Though ne'er till now beheld, yet I have heard 
How great the honour that attends his word. 
And I have wish'd in friendship thus to meet. 
To lay my little knowledge at his feet. 
Though slight may be the learning which I claim. 
And nothing majr it add to birth or fame, 
Yet courteous words the grateful mind impress, 
And though it cannot claim, may seek success ! " 

With placid smile Puseygur lowly bends, 
To Mesmer then his willing hand extends, — 
** Let this our friendship and my joy attest ; 
Great is the pride that moves my. manly breast. 
That words so gracious dow salute mine ear. 
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"Which, were my nature mild, might claim a tear ; 

But since 'tis not, let firmer feelings tell, 

I long to hear the man that greets me well." 

" If warmth of feeling, nobleness of heart, 
Could nerve the speaker to enact his part. 
Then would Puseygur's words embolden speech. 
And give almost^ perchance, the power to teach, 
Whate'er the subject that employs his mind, 
Since Mesmer's lips are free when friends are kind ; 
Free, even now, to enter on the theme, 
Which, like the fabric of a passing dream, 
Appears to sense embodied, yet refined,^ 
But owns no matter as of human kind, — 
Bides not with atoms in substantial form, — 
Lives not in feeling, nor in passion's storm ; 
Yet matter, thought, our being's self pervades. 
And all alike within, without invades, 
When some great cause invokes its mystic pow'r, 
Mysterious as the hues within the flow'r. 
I know it not in its essential kind. 
And yet methinks it is not of the mind 



V 



^ ■* ^ ^. « H* * . -..«,,* ^ ^ 



40 THE WOULD OF PHANTOMS. 

An essence bom ; nor yet a something more, 
Wlucb spirit sees when once this life is o'er. 
But what it is it matters not to tell, 
Its power is patent, and I know it well; 
For good or evil, whatsoe'er its cause, 
It has its own as Nature has its laws. 
Invoke their aid, their hidden spring display, 
O'er yielding nature it exerts its sway : 
The bounding limb controls, the frenzied eye. 
The everlasting thought that ne'er can die, 
Each passion rankling in the troubled breast 
May start, excite, dispel, or soothe to rest. 
Encircling life throughout its vast domain, 
On desert wilds, or on the watery main ; 
Beneath the clime where hot sirocco blows, 
On mountain peaks amid eternal snows ; 
Where sleeps the lizard, curls the hissing snake, 
Or nightly orbs a lengthen'd circle make ; 
Where man has trodden, yet again shall tread. 
Has shed his blood, and yet again may shed; 
With him this power shall mutual force obtain. 
Influenced by him, shall other influence gain, 
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To nerve each sense, or abrogate liis pain. 

But let me not, since moments glide awaj, 

And yonder sun has gain'd the highest day, 

In speculation's fancied dream of joj, 

Our yet, though few, remaining hours employ. 

Mine be the task in other form to show. 

What great results can from this power flow; 

How o'er the body it exerts its might, 

Its pangs allays, and makes its tortures light, — 

Why Pusey bled, nor yet was doomed to feel ; 

The proofs admit ! To facts we now appeal" 

Two beings now before their presence stand- 
To order move — and range on either hand. 
A matron's life in fragile form is here, 
Upon whose brow sits more than wonted care; 
Pale is her cheek, her visage thin and wan. 
Which speaks of grief, nor tells when it began ; 
Her lip hath lost the freshness which it knew. 
And sorrow dims that eye of deepest blue ; 
Tet in its gaze the soul's expression lies. 
Which more than woman's wonted strength implies — 
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Strength to repress the bosom's struggling sigh, 
And warn the tear-drop from that downcast eye, ' 
Which gently turns its glance on those who scan 
The wreck of beauty and the wrong'd of man. 
Bow'd is her head, and falling from behind, 
Her floating hair invites the wooing wind. 
Which once she dress'd in carelessness of pride. 
But now that care for ever seems denied. 
Sad — deep — ^and lone the thoughts that seek control. 
And nurse the many sorrows of her soul ! 

Beside her stands a form of bolder mien, 
Mute lip, and eye that cares not to be seen, 
Whose stately glance, through lashes thickly set. 
Returns th' enquiring look perchance it met ; 
Hetums the gaze in self-reliant tone, 
And with a firmness rarely seen — alone — 
Which none could feel, or feeling, few portray, 
So well those features his stem soul obey. 
A seeming carelessness is in his air; 
With hope ne'er buoyed, nor yet depress'd by fear; 
A settled gloom • is on that sallow cheek : 
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None see liim smile, and seldom hear him speak ; 
Tet now and then across that visage steals 
A transient hae, as though he inward feels 
Some pang or thought disturb his manly breast, 
A moment thrilling, then subsides to rest. 

Thus as two trees, above whose vernal head 
The storms have howl'd, and scorching lightnings 

fled, 
Extend their arms, by rolling seasons rear'd, 
Naked to the blast, their leaves cut off and sear*d, 
So stand those two in Desolation's fane, 
Nor what they were shall ever be again ; 
By turns the subject of each sportive dream, 
The gist of science and of Mesmer's theme. 

"Advance! — Sit down ! — I will your place appoint. 
Of nothing think, but look upon this point 
With constant eye until the sight grows dim. 
And room and object seem alike to swim 1 
Ha ! good my friends ! — maintain that constant eye. 
These gentle passes will anon supply 
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Aid to your efforts — ^but hush — silence keep ! 
There ! — ^that will do— behold them now asleep ! " 

Thus acted Mesmer; and with wond'ring gaze, 
Some view with doubt, yet none reserve their praise. 
The ready question and the quick reply, 
The seats vacated, and the gath'ring nigh. 
To scan more closely what their eyes behold, 
Attest this myst'ry as a tale untold. 

There sit the two in Nature's calmest sleep, 
Scarce heave those breasts with breathing slow yet deep. 
The marble brow and statue-like repose — 
The veins through which the life-blood scarcely flows — 
The lineaments unmoved — the clouded eye — 
The pallid hues which death's own power defy — 
All these and more, scarce breath upon those lips. 
Bespeak but one, and that — the last eclipse ! 

Now, gathered round, they *rai8e the fallen hand. 
No more it answers to the soul's command, 
But slowly, sadly, sullenly it falls, 
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like raven's wing along deserted halls. 
They ope the eye, how vacant is that stare^ 
As though in death the soul were buried there ! 
Fix'd are those orbs whose late unclouded sight 
Portray'd the spirit on its throne of light. 
They pierce the flesh, it disregards the steel, 
Nor start nor quiver shows that it can feel ; 
Yet life is there, and with it nothing feign'd, 
Pusey, behold ! your painless wound explain'd I 

'' Ah ! can it be 1 What shapeless, nameless thing 
Can thus mysterious to this being cling? 
I see its power, but fashion not its shape 
In flesh or phantom; both alike escape 
My quick perception and this mortal gazej 
Yet I must follow in its trackless ways, 
And onward move with wonder, doubt, and praise. 
It hath no form, it boasts no earthly name. 
It here exists, none know from whence it came ! 
Is it with atoms of our frame combined? 
Or is it of the nature of the mind, 
A spark eternal, — infinite, — sublime, — 
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Bound not by space, nor circumscribed by time 1 
Or doth it come with good or bad intent, 
By Heaven directed, or by Satan sent 1 " 

Thus spoke Puseygur, and resumed his seat, 
His face was redden'd, and his temples beat 
With high excitement, as his breathing grew 
To labour*d heavings in those list'Ders' view. 
A moment's pause, that flush begins to fail ; 
A moment more, that cheek again is pale ; 
And gathering now his scatter'd powers of mind, 
His eyes abstracted, and his head inclined, 
He gives to contemplation all his care, 
His guests unnoticed — wherefore are they there 1 

Ah, wherefore are they? Not the passing change 
Of Pusey's manner can those guests estrange. 
Too high their object, and too great their heart. 
To show resentment, and in haste depart. 
They calmly wait his contemplation o'er. 
Then Spurzheim thus, and Gall, thei^ feeling 

pour : — 
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" Throughout creation there are certain laws, 
From which effects acknowledge each a cause. 
Whate'er we see — perceive — feel— ^hate— or fear — 
Must find its impulse and its reason there. 
Much do we know, but yet the finite mind, 
Of causes subtle — infinite — ^refined — 
Grasps but an atom in the mighty plan, 
And proves by this the impotence of man. 
"What gives the star its silver beaming ray 1 
Why sheds its light yon golden orb of day? 
To what mysterious and unceasing pow'r 
Belong the varied hues within the flow'r? 
Why takes this life such varied forms at birth? 
Whence come the wonders of the teeming earth? 
Canst thou, Puseygur, save by instinct, tell 
Why builds the bird its nest, the bee its cell? 
Why different minds such diflTrent powers display. 
Since all similitude of laws obev ? 
Ah, not to thee, nor mortals here, is given. 
To learn below the secret ways of Heaven. 
Unknown be what thou seest, yet still the fact 
Shall prove its law, unchanging and exact ; 
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Charged on our nature, linked with mortal mould, 
Nor quits till death the beiugs we behold." 

Thus spoke the Sage, and as Fuseygur's eye 
Eoll'd more its glance in question than reply, 
The learned Gall, with weighty thoughts impress'd. 
Assumed the task, and thus the throng address'd : — 

" Ah, why these words ] They little reck debate ; 
Slight is our knowledge of this mortal state. 
Each day we live some hidden source we find, 
That shows how link'd is matter with the mind ; 
How immaterial on material rests, 
And one design these two combined, invests. 
By every thought an atom melts away; 
Another flash, a second cannot stay 
Where th' impression strikes the sensuous brain ; 
A change is wrought, the void fills up again. 
Life holds the balance with an equal beam. 
Or mind and matter are not what they seem 
When each exerts its own apportion'd rule. 
To guard the health or obviate a fool. [ 



THE WOBLD OF PHANTOMS. 49 

If aught, perchance, this equal poise destroy, 
Some pangs the body — griefs the mind azmoj j 
Those maj become the heralds of decay, 
Or these foretell that mind shall pass away. 
Thus when the spring, emerged from winter's tomb, 
Excites the bud, and propagates the bloom, 
Through length'ning shoots the liquid nurture flows, 
The leaves expand, and future promise grows; 
In equal culture health and vigour run 
Till autumn crowns what spring had flrst begun ; 
But if this verdure, pleasing to the sight, 
Encounter storms, or chilling frosts, or blight, 
Unripen'd fruits, the promise of a year, 
With leaves dry up, fall ofi^ and disappear; 
No longer then the wither'd shoots expand, 
But canker'd trunks in desolation stand." 

Here Cloquet redd'ning, suddenly arose, — 
" Let me, my Mendef, here let me interpose ; 
We ask nor figures, tropes, nor this display ; 
Let him who speaks, in plainer language, say, 
Why sit those two as though existence bore 
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An aspect which it ne*er has shown before ! 
Let him who can this hidden cause explain, 
Nor ask our patience but to tax in vain." 

''Age claims respect from some, if not from all/' 
With knitted brow replied the offended Gall ; 
"But Cloquet's years forbid him thus to show 
E'en slight respect to hairs as white as snow. 
Let youth to age be petulantly bold, 
But ne'er forget that youth himself grows old ; 
That others may sarcastically smile, 
And, like him now, his own attempts revile; 
Then fall remembrance from his falt'ring tongue, 
That Gall was old and Cloquet once was young," 

At once Puseygur, starting to his feet : — 
"Why do my guests thus seek each one's defeat? 
Much I regret to witness this display, 
Which mars the pleasure of this welcome day. 
From hasty words embitter'd feelings rise, 
And, once provoked, contention soon replies — 
Friendship before is lost to human sight. 
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And sharp retorts soon end in fruitless fight. 
Let then, my friends, my earnest Vords assuage 
The burning thoughts that in your bosom rage. 
Ah ! ill would it become our object's aim, 
To fan this willing spark into a flame ; 
111 would- it suit the greatness of each mind. 
Like wasps to fight, and leave their sting behind. 
Let Cloquet's ardent soul to patience yield, 
And Gall unfold his views as yet conceal'd." 

He spoke; the^ attentive throng conveys assent 
In mute expression to that good intent. 
Then, tott'ring from his seat, the aged savan 
In faltVing tones his further theme began : — 

"Not depth of learning nor the force of wit 
Can suit all minds, nor every taste befit. 
With equal force one cause our sense may strike^ 
But seldom are there two that judge alike ; 
Though all may fix, yet few observe, one rule, 
And hence the sage, the dandy, and the fool 1 
Age, too, may lack the force of earlier years, 
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And youth look on with laughter and with 

jeers. 
I give to youth, in pledge of mercy torn, 
The just expression of my manly scorn ; 
And, turning from his hate and vain conceit, 
I lay the fruit of years at Mesmer's feet. 
Hither ! — approach ! — be thine the willing task 
To give assistance as my need may ask. 
Thou know'st, my Mesmer, that to this inclined, 
I've traced the feelings and the powers of mind 
Through years of watching, observation, thought, 
And vast experience has this wisdom taught : 
That, as within a single beam of light, 
The rays combine to form a perfect white. 
As each to each a fix'd position holds. 
And each from each a diff*rent hue enfolds. 
So by the mind are various powers embraced, 
And each to each in perfect order placed; 
To this belongs a certain part of brain; 
For those again still other parts obtain ; 
In function separate as in place distinct, 
They form but one when in one action link'd. 
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''Let US, my Mesmer, break this seeming death ! 
Ah ! here direct a sadden pulse of breath 
Whilst I these separate organs thus excite. 
Breathe here ! — ^behold ! — how soon restored to sight ! 
Along the limbs now pass the magic hand, 
Thus move the joints, and give them pow'r to stand. 
To her I will a plaintive thought suggest, 
And rouse the passions of her widow'd breast." 

'' Alas ! my honoured, much-lamented Queen ! 
Ah ! wert thou now as thou hast often been, 
Bich in those gifts accorded from above, 
Fix'd in thine own and in thy husband's love. 
Thy king — the name to all thy subjects dear. 
Whose early doom invokes a nation's tear. 
Thy king, the good! — to every virtue known; 
Ah, he is dead, and thou art left alone!" 

" Alone ! — my king ! — my husband ! — guardian ! — 
friend ! 
Do I outlive thee, and behold thine end. 
Shall I no more behold thy heavenly charms) 
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Saj, Prince, what power has torn thee from my arms ? 

What hand hath snatch'd thee from this bleeding breast, 

By me so honoured, and by me caress'd 1 

Oar lives were not so long that thou shouldst go. 

And leave to me this heritage of woe ! 

But twenty years thy wife, thy friend I've been, 

And now — ah, what 1 alas ! thy widow'd Queen ! 

Of this I dreamt not. Why did not my tears 

Proclaim, amidst such love, my early fears, 

Lest I should lose thee ere my race was run, 

And linger out a life when thine was done ? 

'Twas my fond love no danger could foresee ; 

I lived — I moved — I breathed alone for thee ! 

Whilst yet I heard thy voice — ah, ever dear ! 

I fondly thought no danger could be near; 

No death could lurk beneath thy happy smile : 

Such were the thoughts that did my heart beguile. 

Yet thou art gone ! — and am I doom'd to stay 

Where thou art not ) Oh ! fondest spirit, say, 

If spirits can, in other worlds than this. 

Ah, shall we ever meet again in bliss? 

In that bright world, removed from further' strife. 
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Say, shall I join thee in another life? — 
Kenew again the pleasures of this scene, 
Thou, my lost Prince, ^and I again thy Queen ? " 

" My wife ! — for ever loved, for ever dear 1 
Could spirits weep, thou well mightst claim my tear. 
But mortal pangs disturb no more the breast. 
The soul survives the body now at rest. 
What I was once thou art, and yet must be; 
But, know ! — another life awaiteth thee ! 
Still art thou doom'd to linger here awhile, 
Still must thou bear the troubles of the coil 
Which nature gave, and death alone can break. 
Oh ! list awhile for thy dear husband's sake ! 
Thou wear'st a crown ! — in life I did the same ; 
Thou liv'st and rul'st, whilst I am but a name. 
Thou know'st the ' present, not thy future doom ; 
I lived — have pass'd the portals of the tomb ! 
I saw the past — the present pass away ; 
I nursed the worm, the canker, and decay ! 
I see the future which thou canst not know, ' 
Such things are not permitted here below. 
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Oh, list ! if e'er afifection moved thj breast, 
And let thy husband's shade return to rest. 
From yon high world I cast my look on thee, 
Do thou, my wife, for ever think of me. 
Ah ! let that thought eschew the nuptial bed. 
Whence with my life thy happiness hath fled. 
Be to the race which from my loins has sprung, 
A father — mother^ — all that my fond tongue 
In life express'd and still expression gave, 
When the last gasp consign'd me to the grave. 
Take to thyself my son, his nation's pride ! 
Show him the cares that regal life betide ; 
Form thou his mind, and let his youthful trust 
Be placed in deeds ennobling, wise, and just; 
Teach him, my Queen, to act the better part. 
And build his throne within his nation's heart. 
Such thou hast done, such was thy early vow, 
Ko brighter gem can grace a regal brow. 
Oh, let him be thy hope, thy fond delight, 
Thy morning prayer, thy orison by night. 
With every good impress his princely mind, 
To leave a monarch's hohour'd name behind ; 
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That thou and I — but list ! I cannot stay, 
The matin dawns, and spirits call away ! 
I go — I go — to realms of endless day ! " 

" And I, poor ghost ! am left in this bleak world 
A wither'd leaf uptn the tempest hurl'd : 
That tempest of the mind which none can know, 
Save her whose tears thy loss has caused to flow — 
Save her who bore to thee in mortal lifd, 
The ever fondly cherish'd name of . wife ! 
That pame to me so dear, ah, canst forgive ? 
I cease to love it when I cease to live ! 
For thee alone I hold it doubly dear, 
And thus embalm its mem'ry with my tear — . 
A tear which nature strives in vain to hide. 
Ah ! what to me are kingdom, power, and pride, 
Since thou "no longer canst my pleasures share, 
Since oft I call thee and thou art not there? 
Yet still I call upon thine honour'd name. 
For still my love for thee is yet the same, 
Undying as the soul that in me lies. 
And constant as the grief that drowns these eyes ! 
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Oh ! hear my words, if thou canst lend an ear 

To one who was to thee in life so dear ! 

All that thou wish'st I will without reserve, 

In solemn duty and in love observe. 

The pledge I gave thee on our nuptial day, 

Shall live through thine until my»own decay. 

Thy name so loved, for ever shall be mine. 

And be my mem'ry when I fall as thine ; 

As fall I must ! whate'er iny fate may be, 

My fondest hope shall cling again to thee. 

To thee I'll look when this sad life is past, 

And rise to join thee in a life — ^the last I 

When these fond lips have gasp'd their ^latest breath 

And this frail form is link'd with thine in death I 

When the warm heart with sorrows gushing o'er. 

Shall beat but once, and then shall beat no more : 

When my lone breast hath heaved its latest sigh. 

And the deep gloom enshrouds my rayleas eye : 

Ah ! then, my Prince, enduring hope shall rise, 

And point my spirit to yon distant skies, 

Whither thou goest ; — bui yet one moment stay ! 

The moon is there ! — ^it is not yet the day ! 
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Thou goest — I follow where thou lead'st the way ! " 

She rose — she foUow'd with a quicken'd tread, 
Fast as the phantom from her vision fled, ' 
Her hand upraised, her body forward bent, 
With lips compress'd, and eye of fix'd intent, 
Yet once those lips essay'd, or seem'd to say : — ■• 

" Stop ! — stop ! — my spirit ! Ah ! why haste away 1 
I come ; the troubles of this life are past ! 
I come, my love, to rest with thee at last ! 
Let me once more behold thy heavenly face, 
Hang on thy lips, and cling to thy embrace ; 
Pillow thy head upon this widow'd breast — 
Forget the world, and sink with thee to rest ! " 

She ceased : the light upon her senses broke 
As Gall again with quick suggestion spoke. 
How shuddering, shrinks the contemplative mind 
From fancied woes of every human kind. 
So sad and strange that none e'en dared to say 
Whence came the visions of that troubled day ; 
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How — ^when — and where their thoughts they should 

unfold. 
And the strange tale of such sad scenes be told, 
If such can be when reason shall explore 
The path which judgment never trod before, 
Unveil the mystery- to our mental gaze, 
And move the world to wonder and to praise. 
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